MODERN TRAVEL

come, On the opposite length there were a tall
malodorous cupboard and two bunk beds, of
which I chose the lower one from sound instinct
at the beginning, keeping to it from force of habit
afterwards. Such was my dwelling ; but I must
not fail to mention the electric light and fan. The
place was painted white, but its past use as a store
had variegated it.

The steward likewise visited me here, and sym-
pathized. The old fellow talked to me much as if
I had known him all my life ; he being known well
enough, indeed, to the company for whom he was
going to sea in his old age. A scarred nose distin-
guished him for a time. He complained, with a
sort of personal visualization of the sea's boorish-
ness, that while attending to some stores he had
been blown off a case into a barrel of Hour.

Having therefore spent the best part of my first
two days at sea in my cabin, which offered no great
variety in itself, I was much pleased to find myself
able to arise, manfully, the third day. But I
avoided breakfast. The morning looked inviting,
the black funnel gleaming even richly in the sun,
so presently I took the air. First, I had found
some difficulty in shaving, even with a safety
razor ; but it was accomplished.

We were still in the Bay of Biscay, and the Bon-
adventure had not done lurching and wallowing,
To my naive eye, the sea was in considerable
commotion. Like ever-changing rocky coasts,
the horizon rose and fell. As unsteady as that,
the day left behind its sunny comfort and brought
clouds and chillier air. I saw the navigators
passing on their business, but I could not emulate
their equipoise; I attached myself to a rail or
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